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again she almost could feel the pressure of the
Roman's breastplate.

Suddenly she realised she had not seen his
face. No, but she knew it; would know it
were it one amidst ten thousand. Beautiful
stern features, arched eyebrows, and grey eyes ;
flashing like a sword blade in sunshine. Too
well she knew those eyes in her waking life.

The galloping of a horse's hoofs, the cry of
a startled heron in mid-air, a shout and then
an oath, broke in upon her new emotion. But
she paid little heed to mere external sounds.

" Mariota," said her husband's voice, " O
Mariota; you know how I forbade you ever
to pick white hawthorn/'

Then Mariota, to her own astonishment,
burst into tears.